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Carl Sandburg 



A 



One a pearl-gold star and one pearl-silver—* 
And the offer of a chance to pick a lucky star. 

When the high hour comes 

Let there be a light flurry of snow, 

A little zigzag of white spots 

Against the gray roofs. 
The snow-born all understand this as a luck-wish. 



MEDLEY 

Ignorance came in stones of gold; 
The ignorant slept while the hangmen 
Hanged the keepers of the lights 
Of sweet stars : such were the apothegms, 
Offhand offerings of mule-drivers 
Eating sandwiches of rye bread, 
Salami and onions. 

"Too Many Books," we always called him; 

A landscape of masterpieces and old favorites 

Fished with their titles for his eyes 

In the upstairs and downstairs rooms 

Of his house. Whenever he passed 

The old-time bar-room where Pete Morehouse 

Shot the chief of police, where 

The sponge squads shot two bootleggers, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

He always remembered the verse story, 

The Face on the Bar-room Floor — 

The tramp on a winter night, 

Saddened and warmed with whiskey, 

Telling of a woman he wanted 

And a woman who wanted him, 

How whiskey wrecked it all; 

Taking a piece of chalk, 

Picturing her face on the bar-room floor, 

Fixing the lines of her face 

While he told the story, 

Then gasping and falling with finished heartbeats, 

Dead. 

And whenever he passed over the bridge at night 

And took the look up the river to smaller bridges, 

Barge lights, and looming shores, 

He always thought of Edgar Allan Poe, 

With a load of hootch in him, 

Going to a party of respectable people 

Who called for a speech, 

Who listened to Poe recite the Lord's Prayer, 

Correctly, word for word, yet with lush, unmistakable 

Intonations, so haunting the dinner-party people 

All excused themselves to each other. 

Whenever Too Many Books 

Passed over the town bridge in the gloaming, 
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Carl Sandburg 

He thought of Poe breaking up that party 

Of respectable people. Such was Too Many Books — 

We called him that. 



GYPSY MOTHER 

In a hole-in-a-wall on Halsted Street sits a gypsy woman, 
In a garish, gas-lit rendezvous, in a humpback higgling 
hole-in-a-wall. 

The left hand is a tattler; stars and oaths and alphabets 
Commit themselves and tell happenings gone, happenings 
to come, pathways of honest people, hypocrites. 

"Long pointed fingers mean imagination; a star on the 
third finger says a black shadow walks near." 

Cross the gypsy's hand with fifty cents, and she takes your 
left hand and reads how you shall be happy in love, 
or not, and whether you die rich, or not. 

Signs outside the hole-in-a-wall say so, misspell the 
promises, scrawl the superior gypsy mysteries. 

A red shawl on her shoulders falls with a fringe hem to a 

green skirt. 
Chains of yellow beads sweep from her neck to her tawny 

hands. 
Fifty springtimes must have kissed her mouth holding a 

calabash pipe. 
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